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village, and a very dean and charming one it was,
which would have filled any artist's heart with joy*
Steep, narrow streets, spotlessly clean, led upwards
between fascinating houses* Each was snow-
white, actually so, and every window-frame and
door-way was painted a bright, clear blue, and the
combination of this with the strong sunlight was
startling, but most pleasing* Many of the windows
also had intricately designed and blue-painted
iron grillwork oyer them and their balconies*
Not one of the alleys was straight for more than
a few yards, and many led to tiny squares, or
fascinating courtyards, each a picture in itself* I
could easily imagine an artist tearing up and down
this village in a frenzy as he tried to make up his
mind upon which vista to begin*
The Arabs I passed in the streets were faintly
hostile and, I know, made rude remarks concerning
my person to each other* Why this should have
been so I do not know, but the cats were friendly
enough, using my legs as rubbing-posts*
From the top of the 5oo-foot hill there was a
magnificent view on all sides, and it was possible to
gain some idea of the huge size of Carthage when
looking down upon its numerous hills and grass-
covered hummocks* What an awful thing must
have been the sack and destruction of this city I
The Arabs did their work well, for there is little